SUN'S GREAT AMERICAN CHANCE

He was sitting in Ms library and was dressed
in Ms military suit of gray worsted, as usual with-
out insignia of any kind.

"Good, Doctor!" I exclaimed. "I see that you
have your field-suit on. I presume this is a sign
that you are going to America." He smiled,
picked up the cablegrams and papers, and looked
them over wistfully.

"It was good of you to go to all this trouble,"
he said in even a lower voice than usual. (When
Sun expressed gratitude, he always spoke low,
as though lie wished the beating of his heart to
join in the expression.) He looked out of the
wide window and sighed. The day was damp,
gloomy, with a breath of clammy air that even
the bright glow of the chimney-grate could not
disperse. He gazed out at the leafless trees, the
withered flower-beds and brown grass of the com-
pounds beyond and sighed again. I do not know
whether he saw these dead things of winter, for
I went and stood beside Mm, and he did not seem
to notice me. I said nothing more, for I was ac-
customed to Sun's long periods of silence. I felt
satisfied that he had resolved to go with me. Why
not? He was still somewhat ill from both over-
work and climatic causes. I had convinced him
I felt sure that it was worth while to undertake
tMs pleasure trip, leaving the sadly congested
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